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ibis prosperity, without a peculiar national literature to ope- 
rate on all these happy circumstances and record them in a 
form which we shall be proud to leave to posterity, without 
the generosity and enthusiasm of character, which an intel- 
lectual glory only can awaken. 



A VISION. 

is, cum languore corporis nee membris uti ? nee sensibus potest, incidit in visa varia, et incerta- 
ex reliquiis, ut ait Aristoteles, inheerentibus.earam rerur% <juas vigilans gessent aut cogi- 
tarit. Cic. de Divin. Lib. II. c. 62. 

In the last stage of a low nervous fever — when the powers 
of life, exhausted by protracted disease, seem to be gradually 
and silently fading away, like the flame of an expiring taper — 
I had passed from the low, muttering delirium, so common in 
this species of disease, into that calm and quiet, but altogeth- 
er helpless state, which often precedes dissolution. I was 
perfectly sensible of what was passing in my chamber and at 
my bedside. I could hear the motions, — the voices of those 
around me. I distinctly perceived the entrance and depart- 
ure of my medical attendant — felt the pressure of his fingers 
upon my pulse — and heard the mingled tone of despondence 
and sympathy with which he assured my friends that this 
must probably be his last visit. The family assembled at my 
bedside ;•— and I heard that voice, which I should never cease 
to revere, had I only this recollection of it, lifting itself up to 
heaven in my behalf, and making supplication before the 
throne of God for the spirit that they believed was departing. 
It ceased — and, one after another, — father, mother, brothers 
and sisters came to take their last look of one so beloved, — 
though so imperfect. I felt the tender pressure of affection 
as they touched my passive hands — and heard the suppressed 
sobs, the whispers of condolence and comfort which were ut- 
tered as they left the room for the night. I would have giv- 
en the world to have spoken, to have been- able to recognize 
them by a look or a return of the pressure j yet such was my 
utter exhaustion, that I was totally unable to command a sin- 
gle muscle of my frame. When I was thus left to the solitary 
stillness of my chamber, the most horrible and awful concep- 
tions possessed me. It seemed as if the universe had ceased 
to be ; as if God and man existed no longer, and I were a 
lonely and isolated being in the desolate immensity of space ; 
and as if even I — the last existing thing — were about to be 
swallowed up in the infinite gulf of annihilation. 
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A few drops of cordial, with which my lips were wet by my 
attendant for the night, seemed to revive for a moment the 
spark of life. I opened my eyes and with joy found myself 
able to gaze, for a last time, on the things around me. Oh ! 
with what interest, did I then look upon objects of the most 
trivial importance, The pitcher from which I was supplied 
with drink, the spoon, the bowl, the curtains — all seemed to 
me like animated and conscious beings from whom it was 
painful to part. The candle, situated at a distance from my 
bed and partly hidden by a screen, cast a dim and uncertain 
gleam over the room. The shadows of various objects were 
thrown irregularly on the wall, Which as I relapsed into leth- 
argy after the effects of the cordial had subsided — assumed 
various fantastic shapes. I felt a numbness and torpor extend- 
ing from my extremities over my whole frame. Every pul- 
sation of my heart, as if life were there concentrating its last 
efforts, seemed to be attended with an absolute and conscious 
exertion of the will. I put my finger with difficulty on my 
wrist, — and felt the artery throbbing feebly with a slight flut- 
tering motion. I put my hand on my heart — it was the last 
exertion of life — and found it heating so weekly as to be 
scarcely perceptible, and as if it were about to cease forever. 
I believed myself dying — and the last impression on my mind, 
was that of dread at the thought of being ushered, « an un- 
prepared soul,' into the presence of that God, of whom, dur- 
ing my short life, I had thought so little and whom I had so 
imperfectly worshipped, to answer for opportunities neglected 
and privileges abused. Then all thought failed, all sensation 
ceased. The sound of the blazing fire— the ticking of the 
clock — all died away gradually on my ears, as he, who is de- 
scending into a long and dreary cavern, loses by degrees the 
cheerful light of heaven, ceases to hear the whispering of the 
trees, the murmuring of the wind, and that real though in- 
describable sound, as it were the breathing of nature, which the 
simple presence of existing objects seems always to send forth. 

But though I ceased to live as an inhabitant of earth, I was 
still conscious of existence. Yet I was totally ignorant of the 
form I had taken, and of the world to which I was transfer- 
red. I seemed to have a power of seeing and of hearing, yet 
without organs, by which impressions could be received. I 
found myself conveyed rapidly away, by an unseen and irre- 
sistible power, from our planet, and from the system, to which 
St belongs. The earth and the pale crescent that attends it 
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gradually lessened to my view, the sun and the planets di- 
minished to points as I departed, and at length not only our 
system, but the multitude of suns, worlds and systems, with 
which it is connected, all faded away in the infinite distance. 
This universe of bodies sparkling with light filled but an ak 
om of the field before me ; they sunk a dim and indistinct 
speck in the void and fathomless immensity through which I 
past. The sensation produced by this departure from all that 
was endowed with life, or associated with my ideas of exis- 
tence* was most horrible. Every thing seemed utterly dark 
and empty, and I feared that I had been carried beyond the 
reach of the divine power ; that the hand of God was f onfin- 
ed to the universe I had left ; and that I, like a condemned 
sinner, had been thrust out from his presence to wander for- 
ever in the eternal gulf of Chaos. Terrible as it would have 
been to have entered the presence of an angry and offended 
Deity, the idea was far more dreadful that I had been car- 
ried where his arm did not extend, where his power even, 
could not reach me. But, before long, from another quarter 
of this infinite ocean, a ray of hope seemed to beam. A sin- 
gle point of light glimmered through the darkness, and to that 
poiht I approached. As I drew near, it enlarged and assum- 
ed a form and appearance similar to that of the universe I 
had left. Here too were stars and suns innumerable, blazing 
and revolving with the same infinite grandeur ; and here too, 
system within system, world around world, rolled on un*- 
changing and unchanged, in one unvaried and everlasting 
glory. I believed that I had row approached the dwelling 
of God, that here was the seat of his power, and that here in 
the immediate influence of his presence was to be the habita- 
tion of departed spirits — the evil to wither under the beams 
of his wrath, the good to flourish in the rays of his mercy. 
My first impulse was to hasten to his throne and submit my 
fate to his merciful decision. But just on the borders of this 
universe, I felt myself arrested by the influence of some migh- 
ty power, whose presence awed and chilled my very soul. 
Though it used no words, yet it transmitted impressions to 
me, in a sensible and intelligible manner, and I internally 
shuddered at the powerful and supernatural energy with 
which it communicated with me to this effect. 

< You seek in vain, deluded spirit, a God whom your imag- 
ination has painted and your folly adored. You find him not, 
you cannot find him. Search the worlds you have left— *he 



1818. Jl Vision. 281 

worlds you are coming to ; there is naught in their arrange- 
ments, their revolutions or their order, which speaks the exis- 
tence of any thing more than matter. Your human reason 
has been able to discover the laws by which these revolutions 
are performed, the principles on which this order is preserv- 
ed. These laws, these principles are the prerogatives of 
matter, self-existent and self-dependent, and of matter only. 
They are your God — they are all your God. Your wise men 
have told you, that this matter and these powers must have 
had a creator. Fools ! Is it easier to conceive of a spirit with 
power to create and govern matter, than of matter with pow- 
er to create and govern itself? How came this creator into 
existence ? What created Mm 2 Can spirit more than matter 
exist uncreated ? He must then have existed from all eter- 
nity. Short-sighted reasoning ! Why heap absurdity on ab- 
surdity ? Cannot this universe have existed from all eternity 
as well as he ? Cannot these laws and powers, which support 
its economy, have been existent and active, without begin- 
ning and without cause, as well as a being capable of calling 
them forth from nothing 2 You have only pushed the difficul- 
ty farther from you, because you were afraid to look at the 
conclusion. And to what does your boasted evidence of reve- 
lation amount 2 Your belief on affairs so important is ground- 
ed, on human truth, on the credibility of human witnesses — 
on evidence that has daily deceived you, that has imposed 
on your credulous species a thousand systems of fantastic su- 
perstition, built on foundations full as stable as that which de- 
luded you. Then go, fond wretch ! Get back to the g ave 
you have deserted, and fatten the worms that are your breth- 
ren and your equals. Look for no immortality but that which 
your own powers can bestow. The God on whom you lean 
has deceived you like a broken reed. Where is the immor- 
tality which he has promised you, which he has breathed into 
you 2 Where is that soul, so etherial, so celestially gifted, 
with which you were to soar up to heaven, and there, with the 
eternal, inhabit eternity. Like the wind that whistles over your 
grave, you know not whence it came, nor whither it has gone.' 
My intellect, my very existence seemed to wither into noth- 
ing as these sentiments, weak and groundless as they would 
have seemed to me in my waking hours, became impressed on 
my mind, and I immediately found myself changed from the 
aspiring and ethereal spirit I had just felt myself to be, back to 
the mortal and decaying body I had left. I lost at once the 
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consciousness of any but my material existence. I did not 
feel myself a spirit chained to the inanimate carcass — but I 
seemed to be the mouldering carcass itself. I experienced all 
those nameless horrours that a living tenant of the grave might 
be imagined to suffer. Stretched on my cold and narrow bed, I 
was distined to await the gradual but certain destruction which 
approached. I was sensible of the commencing decay of my 
frame. I felt my eyes sinking away from the orbits they had 
filled — the flesh melting and peeling away from my bones — 
and the worm, whose hunger is never satiated, gnawing, gnaw- 
ing at my heart, and crawling, sluggish, cold and deathly, 
through every fibre and into every recess of my body. This 
state continued till ages after ages had crept away — till I had 
long lost the proportion and integrity of my form — till my flesh, 
yea, my bones themselves had mouldered into dust — till the 
hand of human toil had opened the sepulchres where I lay, 
and the winds of heaven had scattered my ashes over the face 
of the earth. 

Yet after all this, I retained my powers of reason, and my 
sense of individual existence. I was conscious of still continu- 
ing to be a thinking, intelligent being, though my corporeal 
fabric had ceased to exist. I became convinced that there 
must be something inconsistent in the belief I had been per- 
suaded to embrace ; that I must be something more than ma- 
terial, for although my material part had mouldered away, yet 
I remained the same. I cursed the folly that had kept me 
immured so long in that narrow cell ; for it seemed as if it 
had been an act of my own choice, the consequence of my own 
conviction. 

Again, and with renovated powers, as if disencumbered from 
the clods of mortality, I ascended into spheres, where light all 
pervading and self dependent filled every thing around me. 
Inspired with new hopes, I determined once more to seek the 
author of nature, and to know whether, as the evil spirit had 
persuaded me, the whole of this wonderful fabric of the uni- 
verse was indeed produced by the brute laws of matter, acting 
withoutobjectandwithoutend. Thelightinwhichlstood seem- 
ed to display to me the amazing structure of the whole creation, 
as clearly as webehold the machinery of aclock or aplanetarium. 
In the motions of world around world, and systems influencing 
systems, I traced causes producing effects, and these effects in 
their turn becoming causes, through innumerable successions 
with the rapidity of thought, and with intellect as of an angeL 



iS18.j ,i Vision. -283 

Yet I could come to no end, and I could find no beginning. 
The whole seemed to be a series of motions and operations re- 
volving in a circle— and I could, at no particular point, trace 
that power which gave life and energy to the whole. I was 
bewildered — I was disheartened, and was again about to give 
myself up to the suggestions of despair, when I became, as be- 
fore, sensible of the influence and impressions of some superior 
power. 

* Do you compare, feeble and erring spirit — the works of 
God with your own ? Do you look to find the universe con- 
structed on a model of human invention ? Do you believe that 
God, like the meaner powers which give energy to the ma- 
chines you contrive, acts only on one spot of this vast universe, 
and that the whole is thence moved by a succession of influ- 
ences ? Can you find such a spot ? Look at the structure and 
economy of your own body, which, short lived as it was, can 
teach a better lesson than all the wisdom of man. Can you 
there fix on one point, where exists and acts the first spring of 
all its operations ; or trace out the originating cause of its 
appetites, its functions, or enjoyments ? Is it the heart which 
sends forth streams of life and health through the whole sys- 
tem ? No, the heart depends on that very stream for its power 
of action. Is it the blood which penetrates and pervades the 
smallest fibre ? Whence comes that blood, or how could it cir- 
culate but for the heart, and the food from which it is pre- 
pared ? Go where you please — set out from any point — take 
any organ, you find that whilst it is subservient to the opera- 
tion of others, it is equally indebted for assistance to them ; — 
the whole is a circle of functions mutually connected, mutual- 
ly dependent, and all equally indebted for the continuance ot 
their existence to the constant support of a single power, 
which acts at no one point, but extends to every fibre of the 
frame and actuates and gives energy to each. This power is 
the life which pervades the whole body, and is its essence and 
its soul. It is so with this universe that you behold. God i* 
its life, its essence ; present at once in every point, by the 
constant operation of his power, he supports and keeps in mo 
tion the whole. There is then no cause but him — every thing 
else is but effect, whilst he is author of all. Trust not to the 
suggestions of the evil spirit. Did not the harmony of nature 
alone demonstrate the existence of a benevolent and intelligent 
creator, yet had he still made himself known by his revelations 
fo your species — revelations, which are dependent not on h*i 
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human evidence, but on miracles, which yet speak in your 
ears.' 

It is impossible to describe the effect which these impressions 
produced on my mind. Immediately the film fell from before 
my intellectual vision, and 1 clearly beheld the hand of God 
upholding and conducting all the infinite arrangements of his 
vast creation. His presence filled all space and seemed to per- 
vade and influence every atom both of the living and the dead. 
My doubts, my fears fled away before the light of his counte- 
nance that beamed upon me, as mist before the rising sun, and 
my soul was filled with the most enthusiastic and transporting 
ecstacy. I seemed again to have found a staff on which I could 
confidently lean through the endless march of eternity. Rap- 
ture thrilled through my frame, as the gates of Paradise rolled 
open on their living hinges to receive a spirit, recalled and re- 
deemed from the delusions of evil. Shining ones took me by 
the hand to welcome me to my new abode, and celestial music 
floated faintly on my ear, as I opened my eyes to heaven. But 
no ! it was life, renewed and restored beyond expectation and 
beyond hope, that invigorated my frame, and when I looked 
to have beheld the glorious habitations of the eternal world, 
my eyes were again greeted by these nether spheres. The 
dews of returning health were on my forehead when I woke, 
my hands were bathed in the tears of paternal tenderness ; for 
he who had left me, as he believed, chilled with the damps of 
death, and had resigned me into the hands of his God, had 
found me restored as from the grave, to the hopes of life and 
the arms of affection. With my hands clasped in his and 
moistened with the tears of his joy, he was pouring forth his soul 
in gratitude to that being who had thus rendered back the life 
he was about to take to himself ; to be, as I trust, more highly 
valued and worthily employed, than it had ever been before. 



